The clock resets 


some carbonated liquid- 

saved from occasion 
contained 
until clocks reset, 

(and beyond defeat) 
to strike my personal chord. 


the candle, 

an idea shared, 

passes between your legs 

and flickers 

on in defiance 

of its natural extinguisher. 


that sparkling party- 

popper my family 

ushered 
into the bells, 

(ceilidh'd and spun) 

into another space continuum. 


another candle, 
floats in response, 
to your grandest gesture 
of goodwill 
and unspoken love 
to the power of whatever. 
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